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CREATED By MAKI KUSUMOTO 
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ALAS, I MUST SUFFOCATE TO DEATH BEFORE LONG. 


COR, IF I'M LUCKY I COULD MANAGE TO GO MENTAL.D 


AH, DOLIS/ 


LOOK, IT’S COMING UP TO MY NECK. 
(I CANNOT REMEMBER HOW TO BREATHE.» 


LOOK, I’M BEING CONTAMINATED BY DOLIS FROM TOP TO TOE. 
(GOP, GOD, WHAT SHOULD I DO FOR THIS?) 


IT’S DOLIS--A FATAL DOSE/ 


Do tis #1 


DOLIS 


PLEASE, 
E 


REGISTERS. 


YOU KNOW... 
OUR DRUMMER 
WANTED TO QUIT 
THE BAND. THE 
REST OF US WERE 
NOT PLEASED, SO 
WE GOT INTO A 

FISTFIGHT. 


INIT Les eS PISSED OFF, 
MT I WAS THE 

AAI ONE WHO 
\ ENDED UP 
QUITTING. © 


4 
ne 
eb 
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INCLUDING 
TAX. 


ih iW 
Bi WHA, 


FORGET IT. 

JUST CALL 
ME WHEN 
YOU'RE 
FEELING 
LONELY. 
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give 


give , 


Qire 


give > 
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I TOLD 

YOU TO 

CALL ME 
WHEN 
YOU'RE 
LONELY. 


WHY 
DIDN’T YOU 
CALL ME? 


—_—— 


/ THAT'S 
RIGHT. THE 
BOOKSTORE. | 

“aa re coe | 
| 

WHAT? \ ‘You.asa | 


} 
} A\ 
— ———_ yaad. 
P A big blue SKY. f Hello, elloo2- 
o = aa | Hello, hellooo... 
When | a i 


_ Papa prays... 


WELL...YOU f 


n 
ORDEREDA | ; 
BOOK THROUGH It's all okay 
OUR STORE \ 4 the way it i5-- 
BEFORE. | Its ay 
REMEMBER? 1, ay 
ew, 


I GOT YOUR. 
PHONE NUMBER 
FROM THE / 5 
ORDER SLIP. WW 


ay" 


MF is... 


cause he is the 
Papa of Tensai 
Bakabon* the 
genivs... 


Fr) 7 IT TOOK \ 


“SOME 
EFFORT ON | 
MY PART 
TO FIND i KX 


‘\ 
\ \ 
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2) 
viel \ 


“eynsjeyy oilng Aq uay}IUM SQZ, 84} WO edeldsa}SeW dIWOD dI}SI}easINS e SI UOgeyeg 1esua],, “JLON 


ANYWAY, I 


/ DON’T HAVE 
TO WORK 
ON SUNDAY. 
WANNA GO 
OUT ON A 
DATE? 


WHERE? 


Arey 


jistenir9® — 


HAVE USED 
THE WORD 
“GORGEOUS” 
INSTEAD 
OF “GOOD- 


LOOKING”? 


—« x cs on 
eay et 
\ 
* 


et--<- — 
X 
WN 
4 Qo 
er 
» 
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NO|LUCK, YSU fy \ 
NUH 250 i) } ERE 
WHERE ON * o / D | | MOVIES. | 
EARTH WILL | | | | 
MEET YOUR WHAT 


CRITERIA? , | ABOUT AN ; _a—s 


YOU JU 7S poe 
TEASING LSS ee, MTELY 


J) 


een enewee 


; ; - a \ - me ee ee rr eee 
mt ee icilineniaiaanale 
Pui i - \ 


} Pi \ 
j Yah \ 
VEN \\ | 


hye Se \ tomy / 
HAL \ PLACE? j 


AF ANAS / WHY DON’T \ 


an ee _—. TT, Mm lg 
+) 


ii | } \ | \ \ 
} \ \ \ % on an \ 


OTHER- 
WISE, LL. \ 
NEVER Y 
MEET YOU 
. ANYWHERE. 


"DOLIS?” 


‘THE CLOCK 
AT THE IS MISSING 
END OF A HAND... 
I HAVEN'T HAD THE DAy. 
A DREAM FOR 
A LONG TIME. 
I KNOW WHY. 


As IF 
IT WAS 
ASPIRIN. 


| THAT, TOO. 
ATS REALLY | 
UGLY. | 


(CAUSE, Ve gor 


FROM THE TO THINK 
START, THE | 
NEWER | HARDER. 


WHAT DID 
YOU SAY 
ABOUT 
ASPIRIN? 


---d MUST 
KNOW THE 
ANSWER. 


IS THAT 
HOW YOU IT'S 
TALK TO NOTHING. 
A MAN NO POINT IN 
WHO'D RUSH ie, EXPLAINING 
OVER ON A Eigiy ~~ IT TO YOU. 
MOTORCYCLE fo J.) 
IN THE 
POURING 
RAIN IN THE 
MIDDLE OF 


\ THE NIGHT? 


sess 
THOUGHT 
YOU LIKED 
THIS SORT 
OF THING. 


The point? 
Dont know 


YOU'RE A 
COLLEGE 
STUDENT AT 
AN ART SCHOOL 
AND LIVE ALONE IN 
A POSH CONDO- 
MINIUM LOCATED IN 
POSH CENTRAL 
TOKYO. YOU'RE... 


WHAT’S 


THE POINT | 


OF HEARING || 
ABOUT || 
YOU? 


20...19 YEARS 
OLD? 
AND...LEMME agen aan 
eee ov dont care 
SEE... YOU'RE array. though REALLY? 
5/4” AND 95 YOU'RE 
POUNDS. YOUR A LOT 
MEASUREMENTS OLDER 
MUST BE THAN I 
SOMETHING THOUGHT. 
LIKE 32-22- HA HA! 
32. NO, 30 


PROBABLY. 


ABOUT | 
YOU? | 


NOT 
ABOUT 
ME? 


ALL RIGHT. 
PLL TELL 
YOU ABOUT 
YOU. 


I’M NOT AN | 
ART SCHOOL 
STUDENT. 
IM GETTING 
A MASTERS 
DEGREE IN | 
AESTHETICS. 
I'M 23. 


I 
PRACTICALLY 
FELL IN 
LOVE AT 
FIRST SIGHT. 


I’M NOT 
/ || PSYCHIC, 
| YOU KNOW. 


PALE, SKINNY, 
DELICATE 
AND FRAGILE. 
SUPPOSEDLY 
INTELLIGENT. 


| THERE’S 
les eNO 

1 MEANING 
| IN SUCH 
FIGURES. 


Be 
— 


YOU’RE 
UNCOMPRO- 
MISING, SELFISH 
AND STAND- 
OFFISH...A HIGH- 
MAINTENANCE 
PRINCESS. 


Do tis #5 


FOR THE NEXT 


IMMERSED IN 


HER. 


SHE WAS 
NOT TOO 


RID OF ao 
EITHER. 


I GUESS 


THIS ROOM 
IS Alk- 
CONDITIONED 
PERFECTLY... 


L DON’T 


iP ‘Sent 
I CAN WHAT DAY IGHT, 
ONLY FEEL IT 15 OR MORNING 
MITSU, AND WHAT THE OR 
THE REST WEATHER MIDDAY... 
OF MY IS LIKE 
SENSES OUTSIDE. 
ARE PARA- 
LYZED. 


FALSE TEMPERATURE... 
FALSE HUMIDITY... 
FALSE TIME... 


ANP THIS 
IS THE 
HAPPIEST 
MEMORY OF 
M/ITSU THAT 
I HAVE. 


I REWIND THIS MEMORY AGAIN AND AGAIN... 


.-9O THAT I WILL NEVER FORGET IT. 


ILL STICK IT IN MY CELLS, ORGANS AND ANYWHERE WHATSOEVER... 


..9O THAT I WON'T BE ABLE TO FORGET HER... 


EVEN IF THE DAY COMES WHEN I WISH TO 
ERASE HER COMPLETELY FROM MY MEMORY. 


#5 END 


\ \ If she 
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IF YOU DON’T 
MIND, I’D LIKE 


TO BOOK A 
TABLE... WOULD 
YOU COME 
ALONG WITH 
ME BY ANY 
CHANCE? 


a f * - e 
” aad j 
ta 
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se U 
of. 
“fe 
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FRIEND, 


THEN. 


SHE HAS 
A BOY- 


HA! 
LUCKY ME! 
I’M NOT 
FIRED YET, 
THEN! 


—— ey 


MtiNwU. NEWIUN PYg SY 


OUR 
EXTREMELY 
GENEROUS 

MANAGER 
JUST TOLD 
ME HE’D 
FIRE YOU IF 
YOU DIDN'T 
APPEAR 
TODAY. 


DAYS AND 
NEVER 
EVEN 
CALLED!! 


KISHI 
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No J / a : : 
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z* 
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AN INSOMNIAC SUCCUBUS. 
HER LONG HAIR HAS BEEN CUT OFF. 
THE CHERRIES PRESERVED IN HEAVY SYRUP LOOK TOXIC... 


WHEN I 
LOOKED 
INSIDE... 
_ SURPRISE, 
SURPRISE. 


PAINTINGS 
OF YOUR 


PAINTINGS 
OF YOU, 
RIGHT? 


WHAT'S 
DOLIS? 


I FOUND AN 
ART BOOK 
BY AN ARTIST 
CALLED 
MASASHI 
NAKAZAWA 
AT OUR 
BOOKSTORE 


a . 
——— Gael coke id 


a 6 ee > eo aS 


oo 


at 
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I AM THE 
DOLIS... 


/ eit "ie , \ y WHY 

f if \ / \ | HAVEN’T 

Se ie \ | I BEEN 

\ Yo fo vw / | ABLE TO ae 
x a, J SEE SUCH . 


HEY... j\ . \ 


hid \ \ 
ra Wan - 
——~ “id 


YOURE I Apes I 
MORE NANG An 
CLEVER VMS NK 


THAN I fr Ni ea \Y \ 
THOUGHT. MAN OA 
NY 

\ 


if YOU HAVE 
| EEE A A GOOD 
YOU MIGHT IN\ | «4 INTUITION, 
| een ~I\\\ HL a, =“ TOO. 
SOME TALENT. fs 1 SOR 


THE NEXT 


DAY... 


.--WHEN I 
GOT BACK 
FROM WORK AND 
OPENED MITSU’S 


BEDROOM DOOR, 


A GIRL I DIDN'T 


KNOW STOOD 


INSIDE. 


a | i 
' 
f AV ELAUSTIROPHOBIG] ING 
uy | 
po ‘ \ 
L HISKLONG, EAR ‘HAS BEEN 


\ 
ESERVED IN Pa ARE JIRACIC®: , 
SOE 
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\\ 
IESEHERRIES 
' { a 


PR 
ad 
RE yan 


gee 


“ 


es 


DY 


WHEN 
THE SILLY 
QUESTION 
ESCAPED 
My LIPS... 


onal Pile. 
REDHEADED 
GIRL GAVE A 
HYSTERICAL 
SCREAM OF 
LAUGHTER. — 


#7 END 


THE CURTAIN FAS RISEN. 
HOW OF A CHAMELEON GIRL. 


NM THE AUDIENCE. 


y / | f me \ a | 
I SURRENDER TO Yas My Teer: 2 ah AFRAIE UNDERESTIMA TED 


‘i \\ \i uf . = 
WON yea | | 
as <v) \ | \ | 


L.— fi 


_~ 


IM ic et! 


t 


/ 


\\ Hy) i ) / Zs ‘- rs 
set up 2LD OR Ws reVeR 
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| = 


* The word “Mitsu” means honey or 
nectar in Japanese. 


I DIDN’T 


WANT TO 
COME Mf . 
HERE. 7 (NN A | om 
iNav SICK OF 
BEING 
HERE. 
BUT YOU 4 
WERE THE Hf, f 
ONE WHO Lf | / Ys } 
ORDERED MAMA) 
ME TO ie | f NG } if i) } 1‘ 
BRING YOU SNA 
: HERE. , yy ' ( y AX 7 
THE RED . | a ro \ mie 
THOUGH. ~ <0 NV IT’S THE 
BEST ONE 
SO FAR. 
ALL I 
ASKED WAS 
FOR YOU 
TO TAKE 
ME SOME- 
A THING 
LIKE THE 
BIRTHDAY 
PARTY OF 
SOMEONE , 
I DON’T ”” 


KNOW AT 


IS MORE 
BORING 
THAN A 
FUNERAL 

OF SOME- 

ONE I’M 

RELATED 

to. - 


Well, that 
comparison 7 pre 
extreme: 


HEY, 
KISHI! 


EVERYONE'S 


SAYING Jy | 
KISHI’S HERE es, ven Gewe DON’T 


I ae 
js ip LS GIRLFRIEND? | ASK. HOW’RE 
p Wt . YOU DOING? 
GIRL, YOU ‘ 
KNOW. VAS cad WHAT 
\) fijiimr » HAPPENED 
, © Soc wire your 
BAND? 


AH, IT’S 
OVER 
THERE. 


SOMETHING 
TO PISS 
HER OFF? 


NO 
WORRIES. 
BY THE WAY, 
I WOULDN’T 


YOU'RE 
KISHI’S 
NEW GIRL, 
AREN’T 


YOU LOOK YOU? 
EXACTLY LIKE 
DOLLY THE TYPE HE’D 
LOOKING, FALL FOR... 


MYSTERIOUS 
SORT 
OF, A BIT 
ECCENTRIC... 
BLAH, BLAH, 
BLAH. 


BUT 
THESE KIND 
OF GIRLS 
USUALLY 
TURN OUT 
TO BE 
FAKE. 


BUT THIS KIND 
OF THREAT 
DOESN'T WORK |) 
ON KISHI. 
HE LOOKS 
ou, ERS 
EASYGOING, 
BETTER, EACYGONG, 
WITH HIM... HES JUST 
"INDIFFERENT 
_TO ANYONE. 


SHEDDING 
BLOOD... 


F 


_—— 


#8 END 


DOLIS, POLIS... 


I CHANT IT EVERYDAY... 


LIKE A MAGIC $FELL... 


HOPING NOT TO BREAK DOWN... 


BEHOLD THIS 
BLINDFOLDED 
GIRL... 


DoLis #9 


.. WHETHER 
IT’S A WOMAN 
OR A MAN 
WHO’LL WALK 
IN NEXT 
THROUGH 
THAT DOOR? 


THE WINNER 
IS ENTITLED 
TO KISS 
ANY PART it 
OF THE \ 
LOSER’S \\ 
BODY. 


As Sty ee > 
= * Merete Ress ‘ 
An eae os ae J _ te: 2 ¥ 
Bo HRs x4 7 
x eas: ich 
A A 
SS ie 
* . 
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EITHER ' Ave < | 
WAY, I GAIN ee 


at Ps) yo?! 


THE WINNER 
IS ENTITLED 
TO CUT ANY 
PART OF THE 
LOSER’S 
BODY. 


IVE 
ALWAYS BEEN 
EXTREMELY 
LUCKY, YOU 
SEE. 


HOWEVER, 
A BET IS 
A BET. 


z 
SHOULDN'T 
HAVE 
_ STARTED 
 SUCHA | 
BORING 


OH, THAT'S 
PERFECT. 


HUH? 
WILL THIS 
WORK? 


| WHAT...? | 


YEAH...? 


ARE YOU 
SURE? 
THAT’S 

ALL? 


—_— 
oe 


THAT’S IT. 
WERE YOU 
SCARED? 


SORRY, I 
WAS KIDDING. 
I FELT LIKE 
PSYCHING 


YES, OF 
COURSE. 


EE 


¥3 


7 JZ = 
4 
% 
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Dotis #10 


eee 


S0.,.IT'S 
NOT YOUR 
DAY TODAY. 


FINGERS... 


> 
Ww ~ 

~~) Ws 
BEor 

> 
OOS 
<ere 


= 
< 
: 
Oo. 
= 


WHICH 
WOULD YOU 
FEEL SADDER 
IF. YOU LOST=- 
ME OR YOUR 
FINGER? 


WELL, I 
DON’T 
THINK SO. 
NEEDLESS 
TO SAY... 


yop = \\\\\ 
BETTER AN | \ NN 
THINK HARD  \\\S.\\ \\ 


BEFORE YOU |\\\\\\ 
ANSWER. A \\W \\\\)\\ 
AW \ 


THAT'S NNOANS 
THE NOS / 

CORRECT | \& / 

ANSWER. / | / 


YOU'LL 


REGRET 
WHAT 
YOU 
SAID... 


I’LL TAKE 
BACK MY 
WORDs. 


M 
AN) 
Ww 
8) 


OKAY, I’M 
SORRY. 


< 
MM 
= 
MM 
2 
0) 


ew 
bo 
ONE 
ie 
Sy 
te 
nO 


RIGHT... 
YOU'RE THE 


re 
a 
iy 
0) 
i 
4 
i. 
a | 
< 
Ps 


VOICE 


IN MY HEAD, 


IS A 
WHISPERING 
TO ME. 


THERE 
SMALL 


IF YOU 
THINK OF ME 
THAT WAY, 
WHY DID YOU 
EVEN TAKE 
THE BET? 


FI GO ANY 


| SOMEWHERE 
"WE WON'T 


BE ABLE 
ce 7o,gerieo 


#10 END 


THIS GIRL IS 
NOT GOOD. 
SHE’S A REAL 
HAZARD. 


WHAT DOES /T 
MEAN? WHERE ARE 
WE HEADING? 


THE PROBLEM /s: 
IM ENJOYING 
THE RIDE, TOO. 


GS 
Lie 
I'M f 
DIFFERENT is 
FROM HER. Cae 


i 
WOULDN'T 
REPEAT 
HER 
MISTAKE 
FOR 
ALL THE 
WORLD. 


W 
O 
O 
O° 
O 
ws 


YOU'VE 
GOT NO 
EYEBROWS, 
NOW. 


Q_& 
ras 

wWiRltS<ey ad 
=r9g Guth 
wy SC ORAS 
WHEVYLES 
Seo oo 


As IF 
WE WERKE 
FARANOIDS 
OBSESSED 
WITH LOVE 


wv 
> wy 
in . 
qe ek2y 
OheO 2m 
Yrozo¥ 
Ni Z=hn- 
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STALKER!! 


ee 


en " 
- rp 


I’M OUT OF 
CIGARETTES. 


WO 
O 
ke 
a | 
U 
2) 
w 


ay 


~ 


I CAN’T PAINT 
ANYTHING 
WITHOUT HER. 


THE GUY 


HAD TOLD 
HE WAS 
MITSU AND I A DREARY, ae 
DIDN'T TALK TALKATIVE 
ABOUT IT MAN. 
AFTER ALL. 


Dotis #12 


I THOUGHT 
YOU LIKED 
THIS SORT 
OF THING.” 


THE FIRST 


HOWEVER, 
AFTER A 
LITTLE 
WHILE, I 
REALIZED... 


ENCOUNTER. 


THOUGH I 
HAD USED 
MANY 
DIFFERENT 


I'VE NEVER Ao ‘MopeLs 


MET SUCH 
APeRrecr [ma BEFORE... 
DOLIS LIKE 


ee ae) 
: Tig 


HER. 


IT WAS 

NOT JUST HER 

APPEARANCE, 
BUT THE WAY SHE 
MOVED, THE WAY 

SHE THOUGHT, 
AND THE WAY SHE 

SPOKE. EVERY 

SINGLE THING 
ABOUT HER WAS 

DOLIS ITSELF. 


THAT'S WHEN 


I GAVE HER 
= " ‘VOuS'-= 
eet 
| THERE WAS \ ee 
| NO REASON © ee 
WHY SHE roo 
| SHOULD NOT NE 
ASSUME THE we 
= BODY OF AN _— 
IMAGINARY SN 


GIRL WHICH I 
CREATED. 


AND SHE WAS 


EXTREMELY 
GOOD AT 
. | SENSING WHAT 
OUR | L WANTED 
INTERESTS | FROM HER 
MATCHED §\ AND COULD 


PERFECTLY. \ ° aiways 
/  \ EMBODY IT. 


pl as \\ AN i pe < 

| S E es % ri ah ff Uy | 

RUN AWAY on oy) eee 
FROM eer 


YOU? 


IT’S NONE 
OF YOUR 
BUSINESS. 


= = = 
“any 3 ~ 
ieee 


‘ 7 YOU JUST 
Rae IT’S 
ONE OF FINI D 
MY BUSI- Bs plese 
NESS. YET. 
SHE | 
CANNOT 
BE “DOLIS” 
FOREVER. 


SHE'LL 
EVENTUALLY 
| GROW OLD, 
WHILE THE 
| DOLIS IN THE 
| PICTURE WILL 
a REMAIN A 
y YOUNG GIRL 
FOREVER... 
/ y 
f M SURE 4 
WHEN SHE cilia pe 
yr [see eee ne | SINCE | 
y | FACTITIOUS \ BECOME 
SKIN CALLED | AWARE 
DOLIS, SHE WAS OF IT 
| SO VULNER- | |X 
IN OTHER ABLE AND X y 
WORDS, SHE = | EMPTY THAT . y 
TRIED TO BE SHE SOUGHT = bs FON 
| ANOTHER SKIN N 
| \ IN YOU. f \ 
) / THERE'S 
4 Peg 
——~! TO BEING 
“DOLIS.” 


OTHER- SHE HAD 
WISE, SHE TO FIND | 
WOULD 


\- OTH | 
\ ANXIOUS 
Nex d 


4 


AWE: Bur ses 
\\ . NOT A FOOL. 
| RY) 


THAT IT IS 
NOT YOU WHO 
CAN GIVE HER 

WHAT SEE 

NEEDS. 


BECAUSE... 


"WHAT IF 
IM NOT, 
Dols?” || SHE BECAME 
1G TOO CLOSE 
“2 «TO DOLIS. 
WN | 
1s AN 


SHE MIGHT 
KNOW THAT 
ALREADY. 


HER 
INTELLIGENCE 
IS HER 
DOWNFALL. 


— | 
pees tp THOUGHT 
TALK MITSU I AE: 
ABOUT HAD MET 
IT AFTER HIM. 
ALL. 


#12 END 


HI, KOZO. 


Dotis #13 


I THINK 
YOU'RE 
A VERY 
SYMPA- 
THETIC, 
NICE GUY. 


BUT YOUR 
TUNES ARE 
PATHETIC. 


HOLD A 
PISTOL, LIKE 
THIS... 


NO, NOT 
LIKE THAT. 


RIGHT ON 
THE CENTER 
OF Als 
FOREHEAD... 


YEAH, BANG 
ON. 


BLOW IT OUT 


ELEGANTLY, 
ELASTICALLY 


AND 
EXQUIS/TELY 


LIKE A 
BALLERINA. 


THOUGH 


I’M NOT 
THE TYPE 
WHO'S 
TOTALLY IN 
LOVE WITH 
HIMSELF... 
took ve 
SUFFERING 
FROM A 
DELUSION 
THAT WON'T 
LEAVE My 
HEAD. 


THE 
MOMENT... 


FLOODED 
WITH 
DUPLICATED 
IMAGES... 


ECSTASY... 


REALITY |S 
IN THE FORM 
OF LIQUID-- 


@/8]/ 2, 
CEREBRUMS 
THAT 
SPATTER 
ACROSS THE 

WALL. 


THERE 


YOU 
ENTER 
GRAVELY. 


2 
x 
> 
S 


A FRAME 


ON THE 
BLOOD- 


STAINED 


WALL... 


-W, 
THEATRICAL 


MOTIONS, 


STARTING 
LIKE THIS... 


"LADIES AND 
GENTLEMEN...” 


_————EE 


{ ARE Vi Wi, 
YOU STILL |) | ///fi//\; 
Sentte HAVING Ni 
BSNS PROBLEMS |X WINN) 

\__.. WITH YOUR Hab BK Od 

“~~ BAND? he 


?~ 


HEY, WHAT’S 
WITH YOUR 
FACE?! GOT 
IN A FIGHT 


OR WHAT? 


AFTER THAT 
DEPRESS- 
ING DAY, ——) 
IDIONT -— OH, WELL... 
FEEL LIKE ZZ / YOU ARE 
GOING 4 / / SOMEHOW 
BACK /. / | ALWAYS IN 
TO HER / TROUBLE. 
PLACE...IT War 
HAS BEEN! 7!) ih") \\ 
OVER BONN MO 
HOURS, 8 NIT 
SINCE L \\\\A 1/0! ee 
SAW HER ‘ Va 7 a - 
LASTASN | \w. - 


MITSU? 


ee Se 
K2 % hin 
\' ANY 
ABE \\N \\ 
hd N\A * \\\) 
WARS 1} 1 \ 
ALEMANNRSTS Y 
t it \ \} i ; D} 
LAA i / i) =“ 
‘\ Ne] f ~ ™ 
WAY? 
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NZ 
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\ \) iui 
A\\ si MA WN 
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AWS Apres SN OM aed LRG 
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MY MITSU! 
DELUSION 
HAS A 
SEQUEL... 


DIVINE 
BEAUTY... 


MITSU! 


MOMENT, I 
REALIZE... 


#13 END 


coed JUST 
LAUGH 
MY HEAD 
OFF, LIKE 
A STUPID 
BRAT HIGH 
ON TRASHY 


HAVE TWO- 
THIRDS OF 
IT LEFT 
IN ME. 


\ \ a! 


4 ’ 
he ——— 


WZ —_ 


I FEEL AS 


IF L WAS 
PUDDING 
SMOTHERED 
IN CREAM... 


; rN 
oe | We eee aa lit WK HELL DID 
ee cen cae | —- BETAS = YOU DO 
~ RA 


~ yh _— : 


WHAT? 


STOP THE : 
BLEEDING | = OKAY... 
Hi ~ SHIT... 


een 
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™~ 
YOU CAN’T 
LEAVE THOSE 
IN THERE. 


DON’T BE 
SILLY. 


YOU PULL 
THEM OUT. 


THIS KOOM 
IS AlK~ 
CONPITIONED 
PEKFECTLY... 


CAN YOU 
BEAR IT? 


| 

SINCE : 

THAT | 

DAY, WE 
HARDLY | 
EVER | 

STEPPED 
OUTSIDE. | 
| 

| 

| 

| 

#14 _ 


ARE ALL 
ALONE IN 
THE WORLD, |, 
INSULATED |= 
INSIDE THIS 


| 
NOW WE 
SECURE 


NOW WE LIKE TWIN 
Li, ARE ALL FETUSES 
Pa BS . A | ACRE | CUDDLING 


NA UNDER THE 
NW eas i Loree | TQRETRER POISONOUS 
SPACE TAA LN SULATED WOMB SUN RAYS, 
ERE) \ le! by NGIDE 3,800 
VOM PEP SOAS TAS PROPHETS 
PEEVE ENMU SECURE . ARE 
iy te A \ t Vy F i ROOM, MARCHING 
ie Ef Re FALLING. OUTSIDE. 
De ANS PEE ES ASLEEP 
i ae LIKE TWIN 
Z1"\) eek |) / \ETSES; TRANSISTOR 
‘an NOY lott ‘CUDDLING RADIO HAS 
Ae at TOGETHER ANNOUNCED 
Be oa! EE WOMB.” THE WORLD 
Flo. 3 INSTEAD OF 
f £4 THE THREE 
rn : O'CLOCK 
Sas | NEWS. 
os a i 
UNDER THE 
| POISONOUS 
| SUN RAYS, 
| 3,800 
| PROPHETS ARE 
> | MARCHING 
: | OUTSIDE. 
\ 
N. TRANSISTOR 
’ RADIO HAS 
ANNOUNCED 
THE END OF 
THE WORLD 
INSTEAD 
OF THE 
3 OCTLOCK 
NEWS. 


_ TURN OFF 
THE RADIO? 


I HAVE A 
HEADACHE 


wt 


0) 
O 
F 
& 
U 
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Ot ZZ 
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ARE YOU 
AN IDIOT? 


WHO’S HAD 
ENOUGH! 


EVERY 
SINGLE DAY, 
ALL I SEE IS 
YOUR FACE. 
I’M BORED 

TO DEATH 
LOOKING AT 
YOUR FACE! 
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MY 
DEAREST 
MITSU... 


LOVE 
YOU SO 
BADLY. 
eof 
HOLD 
YOU 
TIGHT. 
CARESS- 
ING YOUR 
BEAUTI- 
FULLY 
SHAPED 
HEAD LIKE 
A JEWEL 
IN MY 
HANDS... 
THEN 
MITSU, SOMEDAY, 
My SOMETIME, 
SWEET I MIGHT 
HONEY-- BE SEIZED 
WITH AN 
IRRESISTIBLE 
IMPLUSE 
TO SMASH 
IT TO THE 
CONCRETE 
FLOOR OR 
BATTER 
IT WITH 


— 


SS 
— 


\ 
WWF 


Sea 


Do.is #16 


HEY, DON’T 
STAY IN THE 
SUN SO LONG 
YOU'LL HAVE A 
SUNSTROKE... 


\ 
. : ‘ . | } 
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Ws \y /) 
S ~f1 / 4 f 
~t/ ~~ 
’ 


IT WAS AN 
ACCIDENT 
OUT OF THE 
BLUE. 


Ca 
Ge 


I DION’T 
EVEN 
IMAGINE 
AN ENDING 
LIKE THIs. 


IF WE HAD 
BEEN ABLE 
TO PUT AN 
END TO OUR 
RELA Ne 


OURSELVES, IT 
WOULD HAVE 
BEEN OKAY 
WITH ME, NO 

MATTER HOW 

TRAGIC IT 
WAS. 


I THOUGHT 
WE'D 
BREAK UP 
ORDINARILY 
LIKE MANY 
OTHER 
ORDINARY 
LOVERS 


NEVERTHELESS... 


THE WORST 
IT WOULD 


As USUAL, 

WE GOT INTO AN ARGUMENT OVER NOTHING. 

As USUAL, 

YOU SCREAMED. 

Ags USUAL, 

WE RAILED AGAINST EACH OTHER. 

THEN WHAT WAS UNUSUAL WAS THAT 

YOU RAN OUT OF OUR ROOM IN A FIT OF ANGER, 


ONTO THE ASPHALT WHICH YOU STEPPED ON FOR THE FIRST TIME IN ALMOST 
THIRTY DAYS, 


BEING HIT BY A '51 JAGUAR. 
ay aug MORE LIKE YOU PLUNGED TOWARD THE CAR RATHER THAN BEING A/T 
iT. 


As IF YOU DIDN'T EVEN SEE THAT BULKY OLD-FASHIONED SILVER MACHINE 
IMMACULATELY POLISHED THERE AT ALL... 
AN AWESOME DIVE-— 


YOU WERE INCREDIBLE/ 


IF IT WAS 


AN ORDINARY, LESS 
IMPRESSIVE CAR, 


YOU WOULDN'T HA VE BEEN H/T 
BY IT, WOULD you: 


BECAUSE IT WOULDN'T HAVE 
SUITED YOU. 


I COULDN'T MAKE /T 
IN THE END. 


I COULDN'T GET 
AWAY WITH you. 
YOU WERE ALONE UP 
TO THE END. 


LI COULD NEVER TOUCH 
YOU IN ANY REAL WAY. 


NOT EVEN ONCE. 
FROM THE DREAM, 
FROM THE HOPE, 
FROM THE FUTURE, 
FROM THE REALITY. 
EVEN THOUGH 


YOU WERE JUST 
BESIDE ME. 


THOUGHT 
Si 


IT WAS AN 
EARLY SUNDAY 
MORNING. THERE 
WAS NO ONE /N 


THE LOUNGE. 
I TURNED THE 
TV ON. AN 
ARTIST NAMED 


WAS SPEAKING 
ABOUT 
SOMETHING. 
THE PROGRAM 


SEEMED TO 
BE A CASUAL 


¢ 


INTERVIEW IN H/S 


HOUSE. THERE 
WAS A WOMAN 


WHO I ASSUMED 


TO BE HIS 
WIFE SEATED 
NEXT TO HIM 

INDIFFERENTLY. 


fg 
SWITCHED 
IT OFF. 


BLOUSE, 


IT WAS 
NOT BAD 
TO KEEP 
REGULAR 

HOURS AT 
THE CENTER. 
AT LEAST 
IT HELPED 
POSTPONE 
SOMETHING. 


AFTER M/ITSU’S 
DEATH, I COULD 
HARDLY EAT 
ANYTHING FOR A 
WHILE. 


IT WAS THE 
WORST TIMING 
e EVER WHEN MY 
FATHER HAPPENED 
TO COME BY TO 
SEE HIS HOPELESS 
SON. HE WAS 
APFALLED BY MY 
APPEAKANCE. I 
LOOKED LIKE A KID 
ABOUT TO DIE OF 
STARVATION. 


SO I RELUCTANTLY 
PACKED My STUFF 
AND ENTERED THE 
REHABILITATION 
CENTER BY THE 
SEA TO MAKE My 
FAMILY HAPPY. 


AND I 
REMINISCED 
ABOUT 
MYSELF AND 
THE TIME 
WHEN I USED 
TO THINK 
EVERYTHING 
IN THE 
WORLD 
WOULD WORK 
OUT JUST 
THE WAY I 
WANTED. 


HEY, M/TSU, 
HOW CAN 
I SPEND 

TODA”, 

TOMORROW, 

THE DAY 
AFTER 

TOMORROW, 
ANP THE 

COUNTLESS 
DAYS TO 

COME 
WITHOUT 
YOU? 


